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Flat World
Ky Burton
Imagine the world, so round and so large,
With oceans that harbor the whale and the barge
That lick upon land - miles wide, I am told With mountains and valleys and gardens that hold
All the beautywe talk about, think about, see
In the words of the poets and HDTV.
Imagine now that the whole world is flat, (But only so it can be
turned upside down Which willhappen later; no question on that)
But nothing has changed: still there's ocean and ground
And the birds overhead and the demons below
And the trees and the forests and gardens and snow
And the sand and the sound and all that jazz, you know? Now turn
it upside down (as I mentioned before).
All the water would fall and descend into space
Bringing with it its whales, a sad look on each face
As they fall with their friends, like the barges and birds, Into that
outer-space. And imagine the words
Which escape from the vulgarous mouths of the people
Who watch from the branches and tips of the steeple
As all of the birds and the flowers and water
Go falling away with their suns and their daughter.
And all of the people in all of the caves
Would die when the flat-world got turned upside down, Because of
stalactites, which be-come stalagmites,
And everyone falls onto one, is impaled,
And bleeds to death promptly while screaming in pain
And listening as all his friends do the same.
I'm in my house when the world flips around. Floor becomes ceiling,
and that becomes ground. Cellar is attic and garret's below.
Everything breaks from the fall, so I know I'm the only one safe in
the world because I Chose not to spend time with my family, outside, In playing a game of socfootbasekickbasketSoftgolfbouncytennishandrugbyballraquet.
And out of the window, still centered on wall,
I watch all my family as they - shrieking - fall. A wave and a kiss and
they tell me goodbye.
I pretend not to see them, but don't ask me why.

I

Lying on the Ground,
Asking Questions
Ky Burton
What pulls things together?
Gravity is just a word.
Imagine two singular entities,
uncreated and of no smaller pieces.
They may look like your parents,
or giant spheres of trembling silver,
or the warped and bloodied eyeballs of a fish.
Whatever their form, they are
attracted to each other across the cosmos
and the impossible fabric that exists between
whatever is.
Why are they destined to collide?
To soar, slowly or faster than light,
and rupture on impact
or else slide into each other's embrace
like a hand caressing the cover of an old book,
firmly and assuredly curling
and clasping around the spine.
This is my prayer,
my question to the other thing,
the singular entity that isn't me.
Why are you getting so close to me?

Italian

Sonnet
Ky Burton

It's <<Non mi interessa>> every time.
I hear it louder than the morning bells.
And this innate rebellion in me swells,
Though I will not acknowledge it is mine.
It must be of some devil in the mind!
The weight of doubt is not what heaven sells
But flowing light of which the convert tells!
So say my greaters; therefore so say I.
But sharp what dark through inner window breaks?
It is the west, and cultured faith is the sun!
So sets the blinded day - bright night's begun.
In night beneath the moon, my mind awakes.
For it is mine, not of the greats or gods!
Nor of some devil, though he briefly nods.

Peeping

Tom
Ky Burton

Of the keyhole in the door
I expected so much more.
I expected there to see
All that pressing puzzles me.
Because it has the form of men A head and chest - I guessed it then:
A glimpse through this and I would find
What forms the human heart and mind.
But no, the scene beyond the door
Is one that I have seen before.
I learn not that of heart and head
But of the baser parts instead.

Crown

of the

Japanese

Crane
Alexis Gonzales

Her body is bled of any hue,
a pure and delicate powder,
while ink drips on the edges
of her disquiet snowbank.
Her only mark is with passion
the scarlet kiss upon her brow
that was gifted to her by one.
Years ago, before her eyes did see
a blur of bodies and senseless minds,
she happened upon an angel
who had a heart that gleamed.
The angel did cry songs of love
and sewed the shoes of children,
a cobbler of no means, he was,
yet never asked for much.
He praised her presence as a
sign of fortune for one and all,
and while she granted no such thing,
he honored her name in day
and whispered fears to her by dark.
He worked away until his hands
they grew to leather and more coarse,
yet still he adored her all the time.
No old prune did admire a
bird who is not food, except
for this handsome laborer.
She stood outside his window sill
and watched him slow his work
until he could create no more
gentle gifts to his fellow man.
The last handiwork of his he did
bestow to her his touch.
Upon her crown he laid his palm
and sighed the sigh of death.
She felt his fondness for his life
and this once she grieved for man.
The sign of her beloved bond
atop her being stays,
and now the crane does grant
the wish to live long with
those who cherish life so dear.

Pencil

Box
Alexis Gonzales

Inside are a few measly utensils.
They lay there, depressed.
One broken number two pencil.
Years have passed and still
it cannot write.
There's a Pink Pearl eraser
riddled with stab wounds.
Odd habit to have.
Three generic pens and two
brightly colored mechanical writing tools.
They have lots of extra
lead waiting inside.
Oh look, sticky notes
near to their stale, brown end.
I stare at the contents,
sitting in shavings and candy
wrappings. Long forgotten
and always mistreated.
They meant nothing.
All they were and anything
that would be in there
never mattered.
Just it did. The bearer of my load.
It was a beautiful, simple,
translucent Siam blue from edge to hinge.
My pencil box was superior
in every way.
My personality imbued
the small container.
My thoughts as mellow and
my tender feelings as deep as the
same dusty ocean
which the vessel did embody.
It would sit upon my throne
with me, and declare without a voice
"This is mine.
I am here.
I am true."
A pencil box is not a simple receptacle
It is an extension of oneself.

o generic square with a lid would do.
ot for me.
It had been my companion,
my champion,
All through the hardest years
of that savage cavity
they call Elementary School.
I remember you.
You are scraped and cloudy now.
But I recall your strength,
your loyalty to my reign so long ago.
Though
I am not sure you want to belong
to me anymore.
I am not the same
proud girl you trusted ...

Let it Pour
Alexis Gonzales
Shush says the cars going through the rain
Breathe urges the rich doused earth so plain
Soothing is the sound of the thunder so far
Quiet from the steely night sky without a star
Warm are the tears that fall from your eyes
Heavy rests the times the fights would arise
Soft come the sobs ripping through you
Wishing she could be here to help you through
Gentle was her passing at the end of it all
Serene at the time when death would not stall
Fresh you were born when she was nearly old
Slow fell her steps when your youth did unfold
Reposed in her coffin while you are still young
Embracing the memories while your heart is wrung
Happy for her relief but truly without hope
Alone for life, how does anybody cope
Clear ring the words of a doting mother:
"I will be there for you one way or another,
just listen for the rain outside of your door
and know that I cry with you, so let it pour."

The House
Rachel Whitehead
That house was one thing I could never forget. Vines stretched
up and beyond the greying green exterior while the bushes and the undergrowth hugged the stone foundation below. A gravelled path lead up
to the heavy door, then back out to the road. Even with its unkempt
appearance, nothing could look better. No house compared to the beauty of this one; willows and pines lined the property, shielding this old
wonder from the eyes of strangers, and thorned rose bushes protected
the porch from intruders. A garden hidden behind the house provided
my family and me with substance, and on occasion, a few friendly spiders. At least that's what I remember, for the most part.
Now, that house had become a broken thing, unloved and
unwanted. The undergrowth had grown absurd and entered the
front of the house. Windows were shattered by young teens and
their wishing rocks. My family's old furniture, torn and flipped to lay
upside down in the middle of each room. Black spray paint lined
every wall. At least that's how it looked when I entered last. Oh how
I missed that house. I missed the secrets that it held.
Even as a young child, I knew that house held secrets. Maybe it
was the way it was placed in the middle of town, and yet able to hide
itself from view of spying eyes. Maybe it was how the stairs creaked every night, regardless of people using them, or how the windows never
seemed to stay shut, or the way the power became unreliable every couple of days. Or maybe it was because there was a door in the floor of the
laundry room that was boarded up and was forbidden for anyone to enter. I always knew that house had something to tell me, I was just to
young to fully understand. That's why I went back. To understand that
house.
That night I went back, I walked the entire house in a few
minutes. Each room i entered filled me with memories, good and bad.
Like the time my family sat on the wrap-around-porch and dirtied our
face with cotton candy and ice cream after a day at the town fair. Or like
the time I woke up on the window-couch bleeding softly from my arms
and legs. Or when the drunken neighbor came over to kill us with his
shotgun.
Every memory I had within that house felt different than all the
other memories I obtained from the many other houses I had lived in.
That house was my favorite, and yet it left my family terrified
and filled with desperation. But, even then, I never wanted to leave. I
missed it. That's why I went back. I went back to discover what I could
not fully understand as a child.
When I went back, I wanted to stay for the night, to fully
experience what I had as a child. To relive the fear. I thought I was

alone that night, but to my surprise I found a lady searching for refuge. That house never stayed locked so finding her was only a little
bit of a surprise to me. She was friendly enough, a bit distant, but
kind and responsive to my questions. Despite her rotting appearance,
she seemed to have only been around 30 years old. Every time I think
of her I can't help but to let pity well up within me.
This woman wasn't much for conversation, at least at
first. When I asked about her family that's when she finally
started to respond.
"Do you have any family nearby?" I had asked, throwing down blankets for her and I. ''Yes, well no. They're near,
but they're not alive anymore."
"I'm really sorry. You're welcome to use this house as much
as you want. It was my parents but the deed has fallen to me. No one
stays in this place very long so I stopped renting it out and just let nature take its course. No one but you and I will ever sleep in this house
again."
"No? I find that the more I stay here, the more people I find
who reside within it."
That last thing she said really confused me. I wasn't sure how
long this woman had been sneaking into this run-down place, but I was
sure it wasn't for more than two years. I hadn't rent the place out in two
years and I'm sure if it had been longer than that then I would have
received complaints about a strange stinking woman sneaking into the
place and scaring the family.
I never received a complaint about her.
As the night went on I couldn't sleep. Memories tortured me;
All the things I tried so hard to forget oozed back into my mind, little
by little, until I found myself wandering the house. The woman wandered with me, keeping silent. She was a comforting presence. Somehow we wandered into the overly-sized laundry room.
I couldn't resist going to the boarded up door in the
floor. It was still covered with wooden planks and nails. The
women wouldn't go near it. It was like she knew why it was forbidden. I wished I knew.
Turning to go, I decided to leave the door alone until
morning, when I heard a small voice cry out. Determined now, I
kicked at the small door, trying to break through. It didn't work,
so I resorted to my pocket knife. I used the knife to pry the
wooden planks from underneath, up towards me, hoping to free
the small voice .
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I did not hear that voice again, but I stayed there all night
prying the wood off of the door on the floor, when finally I freed the
last piece. Curiosity made me open that door. Fearand excitement
made me fall silent to what I saw; rotting bodies of all sizes lay in this
handmade tomb. Most of them had been dead for so long that they
were unrecognizable, but there was one that I saw, that seemed to
bare resemblance to the woman that was staying with me upstairs.
That house had always been my favorite. After years in the
dark, that house finally decided to share its secrets with me.
I find myself returning every so often to that house to enjoy the
company of the ghost within it, both those that belong to me and those
that don't.
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They, Them,
(Meaningless

and Us
Words)
Rachel Whitehead

They sit in dusty corners never gathering
courage to present themselves to you.
They wait for the eyes of judgement to
pass, hoping to be heard and seen
as something more than words - something new.
They lay on pages and gather in groups,
they adjust themselves to create
worlds unknown to those eyes eyes that have never seen
anything more than themselves.
They sit and wait while you exclaim
with boldness your fame,
how you've accomplished more than them
by simply taking away their dignity
and adding to their pain.
You place restrictions on them,
telling them what they mean
when they say they want their life
to turn out their own way.
Chains weigh them down as you
pick and probe (and then throw them away),
deciding who to blame
when the world decides you're fraud.
Snarling and hissing in protest
you still say "I know best"
and continue to assign
to each thing worth - worth that,
you've decided, is less than yours.
They fight back day by day,
yet, they are never heard
as anything more than wild animals
waiting to be tamed, waiting to be learned.

-
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Waiting, waiting. Lacking strength
to brandish their swords. They
continue in their restrictions
waiting, hoping, for something more.
These sad creatures are they that used to dance and
gather with each other to share
themselves. These are they that prance
across the page - happy in their freedom.
These are they that find their own worth and
don't need another to unearth
their secret desires, and pronounce
them as wrong.
Let them create new things
Oust as me and you)
let them govern themselves.
Let us try to understand them
As they see themselves

0..

Lost
Stephen Duggan
A smile painted on, hides the anguish beneath.
You walk out with the sun shining bright, but all you see are shadows.
Figures dressed in black, move swiftly along, it's like living in a Lowry
sketch.
One foot in front of the other, plodding relentlessly on.
Head bowed, looking down at the grey pavement, afraid to look people
in the eye.
An invisible shield is placed around you, it keeps everyone at bay.
No time for talking, get what you want and just keep going.
Walking on the outside, running within, running from every form of
contact.
Slow and heavy steps, turn to brisk ones, you need the sanctuary and
sanctity of home.
You rush up the garden path, brow sweating, hands trembling, breath
ing quick and heavy.
Panic stricken, you fumble at the lock, the world dose's in around you.
Stumbling in the door you slam the wold away behind you.
Draw the blinds, turn out the lights, sit in the solitude of a darkened
room, the irony!
Alone again with your thoughts, empty within and feeling lost.
Yet, you've made it through another day, you can rate this day as a vie
tory of sorts.
Pull the covers tightly around your head, no need for bed, another night
spent here will work.
What will tomorrow bring? Does it really matter?
Just another day of self loathing, you're lost within and can't find a way
out.
An internal struggle, it's not all in the mind, these feelings are real, of
that there's no doubt.
Curse at the world, blame everyone in it, when the reality is, you're the
only one to blame.

"

I Wish Today It Would
Rain All Day
Natalie Resch
Washing away my guilt.
Down my heart the droplet flows,
dripping out my fingertips,
spilling from my toes.
I wish today it would rain all day.
Washing me clean and whole.
Mopping away the dirty spots
splattering my soul.
I wish today it would rain all day.
So I can puddle splashstomping here, stamping there.
Splashing wildly free.

LI')
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Breaking

Waves
Natalie Resch

Waves crash,
breaking against
the beach.
Bringing treasures
from the sea
to my feet.
Each new shell,
prettier than the last.
Shimmer of purples,
blues, and greens.
Mother of pearl
captivates me.
Every wave
takes me
farther away.
Following shells,
chasing dreams,
walking the beach.
Turning around
to share my shells,
lam
alone.
No one is on the beach,
to notice my absence.
My shells
do not matter
as they drop
from small hands.
Hot, salty tears spray
my cheeks.
Waves break closer,
the beach is
narrow and tight.
I'm pressed against
the icy sea wall-

""
"
0\

trapped.
Beach houses look
identical.
Rows and rows
of homes I don't
recognize.
All the stairs wind,
covered in ocean life.
Over the roar,
I hear a call.
My name echoing
off the wall
out to sea.
A shadow runs
towardmecrying, I answer.
Someone is here;
someone noticed
I was gone.
Relief washes
over me,
crashing
through
the fear.
I was lost,
now I am
found.
A swift, sharp
spank on my rear
rips my heart in two.
My relief vanishes.

r--
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Dear J-A

Poem
Carmen Mueller

First I was lost in your eyes
Then I was just lost
You were gone
I wasnt sure what to do
Because part of me needs to move on
Part of me will always love you
Today I was alone
I wanted to call you
But our time is long done
I thought when I was older
Wiser
Bolder
I thought I would see you differently
Colder
Instead a warm thought of you invades my head
First I was lost in your eyes
Your words
Your lies
Now irn just lost
She was amazing
You wouldnt know
She made me happy
She made me grounded
Sane
I'm older now
Wiser
Bolder
My thoughts of you are different sadder
Colder
My fear of you
Became a fear of her
I was lost in you Lost in her
Simply lost
"Cl
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Sunflower
do
There is a little girl
whose brown freckles
speckle her cheeks
from one too many sunburns.
She laughs without
covering her crooked teeth
because she doesn't
give a shit what you think,
and helps me remember
the important things
like how pretty the stars are
when you don't think too hard.
The thing about this girl
is that she is just me,
before everything,
and I live everyday
so I don't disappoint her.

CJ\
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Unraveled
do
I'll bet everything
on a little blue thread.
Tying it on, I tell myself
as long as it doesn't break,
neither will I.
Nothing to lose when
it unravels, except for
the fact that I will too.
So, I tie it on loose,
maybe ...
maybe even hoping it frays.
It feels so thin, and new.
Days go by and I wait,
for it to fall apart, or tatter.
I can't bring myself to care,
one way or the other.
Until one day it gets caught,
and suddenly,
the air is trapped in my chest.
Untangling it gently,
I let out a breath,
and ask myself:
When did it start to matter?
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Long

Gone
do

The Sun sleeps, cigarette
smoke drifts out of the
open window,
and sweat dries on naked skin.
The Night begins.
No expectations.
Our words never flow,
nor fail.
We lose ourselves
in little madnesses instead.
Nearly everything
freely given,
but substance
sits- locked in our guts
like cannonballs.
On the edge of something
breaking or beginning,
but not tonight.
You will sleep, and I will be
long gone before the dawn.

N
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The Cold Winter

of Logan UT

2019
Mason Miles
I noticed it was snowing
I knew I had to walk out there.
It was snowing so hard
My hair became matted
To the consistency of hairspray.
Some winter breezes pick up
Right at the wrong times.
It freezes my face
And I become a coward with grit
My ears freeze and turn itchy red
I get my hood up and smile for the little relief.
It rained a couple weeks ago despite the arid winter season
It never rains in winter, let alone in Utah
I was so stunned and surprised, I hissed out a venom dripping breath
Just walking through it. Walking through a White-Out while
Traversing wet icy sludge makes a walk even harder.
I survive the weather, and Nature allows me passage through the storm.
My apartment doesn't make a difference.
The thermostat spins around
Clockwise and counter-clockwise.
I have absolutely no sense of telling where's the heat
So my hands become numb and cold from the AC
I groan on the inside, spinning the knob around and around.
Winter comes to its close.
44 degrees melts the snow
Where wet green grass pops up.
It's not so cold outside because of the days where the sunshine reigns
And even on the cloudy days with the brisk, chilly winds
it still feels like a colder summer day and I'm all the happier for it.
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Wilderness

Creation
Arlene Mair

As I climb the hilltops
And breathe the mountain air,
I gaze upon the beauty
That surrounds me everywhere.
I see the lovely wildflowers
Scattered by an artist's brush,
I see a dainty doe and fawn
When all is quiet and hushed.
I watch the little creatures
Of the woodland as they run,
Gathering nuts and berries
Or frolicking in fun.
I stand among the towering pines,
I hear the gentle breeze,
A sad and lonely, mournful sound
As it sighs throughout the trees.
I see tons of tumbled rocks,
Barren cliffs of stone,
Towering granite mountains
Only eagles can call home.
I see the clear blue mountain streams,
I hear the babbling, rushing trill
Of water tumbling over rocks
As it travels down the hill.
I gaze at majestic splendor
As I sit in solitude,
Watching wild beasts and untamed land
And know I do not dare intrude.
I see the sky fill up with clouds,
I watch the tall grasses nod.

"
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The War
Arlene Mair
Look Out! There'sVC overthere!
We'reunderfire! Take cover!
S omebocfy
callfor backup!
Medic!Hold on, Budcfy,holdon.
Listen, the choppersarecoming,
We'reheadingout, Budcfy,we'reheadingout!
I turn on the light to end the war,
The memories slowly fade for a while.
He's no longer fighting in the jungle
Or slogging through flooded rice paddies.
No more blistering heat or torrential monsoons,
He's no longer watching and listening for the enemy.
There was no ticker tape when he came home,
Just condemnation, hurled insults:
"Baby killer!" "Traitor!" "Scum!"
Because he chose honor and service to his country,
Not fleeing or burning his draft card,
A nineteen-year-old boy turned into a soldier.
He goes to visit the monumental wall
Carved in remembrance of fallen comrades.
Tears drip down his cheeks as his fingers trace
The name of a soldier that he knew.
"I'm sorry, Buddy," he whispers
As he feels guilt that he survived.
They call him a veteran now.
Over time he has learned to stand proudly
As others thank him for his service
In the war he fought more than forty years ago.
Yet each night when he falls asleep
The war is not over.
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Bipolar
Lindsie Damron

Dystopia. Degradation. Indomitable.
Being sane is making me crazy.
Everything I hated about myself left me.
I am jumpy. Energetic. Awake. Starved.
Everything is different.
I am different.
I can't hide anymore. I can't be loud anymore.
I'm calm. I'm quiet.
My memory is clear and blurry at once
My nightmare is fake, it can't be seen or touched.
Although, I can feel it. I feel naked
in a very bad way
I can't hide.
Have I never been hidden?
Will I always feel this?
Abused. Quiet. Wondering. Replaceable.
"You're beautiful, lindsie"
Isolation is comfortable.
Oh, I am uncomfortable.
I remember that raincatcher that I made.
I remember
Drinking milk from the carton before I knew I was bad
Wrongly ripping it open differently than the norm
Im ripped open. Im used. Im visible.
I cannot be recycled.Throw me away.
Non-perishable. Non-breakable. I cannot be recycled.
Im shaky. I don't know what you want from me. I wish I was good.
I wish I was like you and everyone else
I do not dance. I do not cry.
They told me I am safe and okay
they do not know
I am scared. I am not free.
I am beautiful. I cannot be saved
I cannot be recycled.
Do not wash me. I am different
I am dirty. I am broken but still in-tact. I am shaking.
They put me in a box.
Lf1
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They did not write "handle with care"
They did not buckle me in
They did not even give me a place to sit.
I am different.
I am beautiful, lindsie.
I am visible, lindsie
Please don't really throw me away!
I am vulnerable lindsie
I never had safety scissors
I always touched the hot stove.
I do not cry
I do not dance
"You are strong, lindsie!"
"Youare so special!"
"You are a mistake, lindsie!"
You are beautiful

N
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A Self-Reflection
Lindsie Damron
The confusion of a perverted Cistercian
Aesthetics of gueer and mental contortions
A weak contrivance, im casting aspersions
Malignant and unskilled in all things extortion
Oops, im off-topic. Guess I am human that way
Im having sex with myself, at times, all day
Im in love with myself, so admire my chutzpah
Amour de soi, and amour propre
Im so humble ..
Pondering on things that are legitimate
Ties between piety, drug-use and imprisonment
Im so religious
I read the king james version while I masterbated
Henotheism, I think, wasn't supposed to be this jaded
I'm breathing in while I choke on my vomit
Im a human to me, to you im a prophet
I mean im human to me, to you im a profit
Actually, a prophet-being, who is a non-profit.
I BELIEVE
I prayed from deep within my ouija board
I exemplify true heresy in it's final forms
Im a feminist ...
I sing Dixie Chicks in the shower
My vehicle runs on just gas and girl power.
Im so reckless.
So I told the doctor I felt ill
She prescribed me self-help books and suggested that I chill
Im a reader ..
The books really turned me around, and now im not suicidal
Chicken Soup for the Soul, surely replacing my bible
Im so human
Im romantic and hungry
Im delusional and I hate that you love me
Honey
Im liberated or could be
Looking inside of myself and found my cur denigue
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Cacodemonomania
Ashelynn Mele
Emily had long brown hair, bright green eyes, and a disorder
called Cacodemonomania. Which means she was obsessed with the idea
that she was, or is being, possessed by a demon. She remembers waking
up in strange places with no recollection of how she got there or what
had happened the night before. Strange markings would appear in her
mind as well as demonic faces that she swears to have never seen before.
Emily started locking herself in her room, shutting her family and
friends out for fear that the demon inside would hurt them.
Her family insisted that she see a therapist to talk about why
she is the way she is. So, she did. Emily hoped that being able to speak
to someone who knows what they are doing would help her. However,
she found that Dr. Beurg was no help, as he told her that there was no
reason to believe in demons. Despite all their efforts and the many interventions, they had, none of them could stop Emily from this obsession.
She eventually moved out and started to see witch doctors,
palm readers, and anyone else with a supernatural background. She
needed to know why the demon had chosen her and what its intentions
were. Emily feared for herself and was ready to do anything to get rid of
the evil inside her. Anything.
Luckily, she ran into someone at the bar she often went to. The
women, Andromeda, was a self-proclaimed witch and she just happened
to be meeting her coven tonight. Emily practically begged Andromeda
to take her to the coven. She insisted that they exercise the being within
her, so she could finally have peace of mind. Andromeda accepted on
one condition, if the coven could not get the demon to lose its grip on
Emily, she would agree to let them kill her, in order to guarantee the
demon would be sent back to hell.
Emily and Andromeda walked together to the coven's meeting
spot.
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What Now?
Ashelynn Mele
"So, what now?" Emily asked.
"Obviously we bury him." Piper said.
''We can't do that."
''We have to."
''What about his family?"
''We'll tell them, somehow."
"But..."
"Quit twiddling your fingers."
"It helps me calm."
"It's making me nervous."
"Okay."
"Now grab that bag."
"There's a better way?"
"Nope. Now get it."
''What's the plan?"
"I only have bits."
''What are they?"
''We'll start with this."
"Okay. Will he fit?"
"I'll make him fit."
"How?"
''Would you quit?"
''What?"
"Asking me stuff."
"But you're in charge."
"Just because I'm older?"
"Exactly."
Piper groaned, ''Well don't ask anymore."
"Fine."

"Now help me."
"Do what?"
Piper sighed, "get him to fit."
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Stolen Things
Ashelynn Mele
When Amelia woke, she was not in her bed. Confusion swept
over her as she quickly sat up and observed her surroundings. She was
sitting on her couch with a throw blanket wrapped half-hazarded around
herself. She was sure that the night before she had fallen asleep in her
bed. In fact, she was positive. Amelia thought of how she had changed
into her pink floral nightgown, made herself some chamomile tea, and
then gone to bed to read a few chapters of her new Dickinson's book.
And that was it. She hadn't even gotten up to use the restroom.
Re-thinking of the nights events, she stood, folded the blanket,
and then gently placed it back onto the couch. Amelia walked into her
bathroom and splashed some water on her face. She must have been
thinking of another night and just couldn't remember the previous
night's activities. Maybe she had fallen asleep while watching something
on her TV. Yes, that had to be what had happened. As she looked into
the mirror, she became startled. Amelia was dressed in skinny jeans and
a very revealing top. Items of clothing that she would never wear or buy.
Where did they come from? She was now positive that she hadn't fallen
asleep with the TV. What had really happened the night before?
After changing into a long, loose skirt and coordinating sweater, Amelia began walking around her house searching for clues. She was
quick to notice the missing pearl necklace that her mother had given to
her. Shortly after this, Amelia found several pieces of her china set gone
as well. Discovering these missing items put Amelia into a panic. She
frantically examined the rest of the house and found several more items
had been taken. Had someone broken in? Had they stolen all of her
things?
Amelia dashed to her phone and called the police. Once they
arrived, they scanned the house and found no sign of forced entry. One
of the officers wrote a list of all of the items Amelia had found missing.
Then the other officer had the audacity to ask if Amelia had simply misplaced the items herself. After assuring them that she would never lose
her deadfather's pocket watch, they left.
Amelia now sat on her couch completely stumped. She sighed
to herself and hoped that there was a better explanation for all of this.
Despite herconfusion, she couldn't ignore the pounding in her head.
Amelia walked into the kitchen and took something for her headache.
She then walked to her bedroom and, despite her best efforts, fell asleep.
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When Sam woke up, she was in those horrible sunflower
sheets. She quickly got out of them and then looked herself up and
down. Amelia had put her in a horrible blue skirt that didn't show any
of her curves. She scoffed at her image and then went to the closet. At
the bottom, sat two shoe boxes which held her belongings. Sam swiftly
changed into her leather pants, corset top, and 6 inch heels. That felt so
much better. With her hands on her hips, Sam walked around the house
looking for a few more items to take. She grabbed a gold bracelet, diamond earrings, and a few more pieces of that china set.
Sam left the house with her goodies and her clutch. A quick
stop at the pawn shop and then she would be on her way to have fun at
the bar. Despite her efforts, Sam couldn't help becoming distressed with
the thought that she'd only get the night. They'd wake up and be in
Amelia's world again. Sam would be stuck in there until she could find a
way to be on her own. And she was quite positive that that way wouldn't be found any time soon.
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[ oh waking day]
Sylvie Call
oh waking day
young me has come out to play
to live in your sun
and breathe in each ray.
ill run and jump and sing and sway
drifting off the edge of wonder,
but never led astray.
youll want me to pray
and capture the sane
parts of a mess
to put in a frame.
ill spend you along,
but don't be afraid
I live for simple discoveries
and the blood flow in my veins.
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[he is not asked

to see at times]
Sylvie Call

he is not asked to see at times
through my defeated spine
he does.
he stands on a ground shaking beneath his feet
finding not, the possibility with the
interference of his own rhythmical design.
she has failed to breathe the air that he provides.
instead,
suffocating a spirit so pure and interfering
with its tide;
where love coincides,
all that is needed as my greatest guide.
she has failed to explain
the weight of hearts aching size.
not for her own self or for her dense mind,
at the time.
she has failed to explain
the human who has carried the fire
lighting up our love
for our worlds to collide.
he is love.
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To: The Baby We May Never Have
Jessica Ostrum
We may never know you,
you may never exist,
but you are loved.
More than you may ever know.
You might have your father's blue eyes or
Maybe green, like mine?
Maybe a cowlick that sticks
Up on the right side.
A bubbly laugh
A banshee's wail.
Tiny toes,
An inquisitive mind?
An allergy to cats,
A love of dogs.
But,
We do promise you will have
Long hugs on long nights,
When the dark is scary.
Kisses goodnight,
And bedtime stories.
Tears of pure joy,
and ones of absolute pain,
because life is only
beautiful with both.
You'll have first love
First heartbreak.
Prom dresses and wedding bouquets.
Baby,
Please, above all else, know
the idea,
the want,
the hope,
the need,
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of you
lives,
even if you don't.
Love Always.
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Cannon

Fodder
Jessica Ostrum

Mom sat in her bedroom curled up in her favorite chair, an old
rocker padded by the scavenged cushion of other chairs. The room
smelled like the burned corpses of a thousand past cigarettes combined
with the slight scent of old urine from the unflushed toilet in the connecting bathroom. She smoked a Marlboro Medium, the long ones, rather than Liggets, or Pall Malls, like she usually had. There was a sale on
them at the local gas station and she had a coupon. Her white hair was
short enough to stand on end, and her face still had nap wrinkles from
the pillow I was reclined against. Gettysburg, the movie, played on a
small T.V. placed in the middle of an old oak dresser she had partially
covered with a faded floral pillow case. Cannonballs split through a
crowd of young men, each fighting for what they believe. Over, and
over through the small T.V. speakers, their screams mingling with the
cannon booms.
I grabbed the open pack of cigarettes from the coffee table
Mom used by her bed and the lighter that was never far away. After
lighting my smoke, I asked her "Hey Mom, I need some advice. What
should I do about work? They aren't going to move me to a different
area, and I can't stand where I am now. I hate cashiering. It's always the
same thing." I took a long drag, the smoke snuck into my open eyes and
I blinked rabidly to combat the sting and momentary blindness. "Did
you find everything you're looking for? Any fun plans this weekend?
Blah, blah, blah." Scan. Beep. Boom. Scream.
She paused to stare at the tip of her cigarette. "I don't know
what to tell you, Jess." Inhale. Change the subject. "The real question is,
what would you do if we got rich tomorrow?" It started out, when I was
little, as 'talking about what we would do if we got rich' then, over time,
it was simplified into just 'talking.' "I think the lotto is up to
$100,000,000." . There was no lotto in Utah, where we lived. If it had
been a weekend she would have said the following Monday, or if tomorrow was a bank holiday, it would be the next day to logically cash a
check of that size. Well thought out.
In the movie, Lieutenant Thomas D Chamberlain said, " ... but
sometimes I can't help but figure ... why you fightin' this war?"
"I don't know, Mom. What would you like to do?" I spaced off
for a minute while she talked, only listening enough to agree or disagree.
Before she could answer my question, a hollow buzz interrupted Mom's planning. The dryer was done. After moving laundry from the
washer to the, now empty, dryer, she came back and started hanging her
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work clothes. ''Well, we can spend two weeks in the larger countries,
but I don't think we would need more than ten days in the smaller
ones." Mom wanted to travel the world in luxury. Twelve years before,
when I was ten, we talked about going to Disneyland, and Disneyworld.
All the fun things for kids. Now, it's Italy, Ireland, Las Vegas. She left
for a moment to refill the washer with dirty clothes.
Cigarette smoke hazed the bedroom while cannon smoke
hazed the battlefield on the T.V.
"I guess that's fine." I said, propping myself up higher on the
bed. "Do you work tomorrow?"
''Yeah. Eight to five." She was annoyed that I kept changing
the subject to work. She would always sit forward and prop her chin on
the pad of her thumb and curl her finger up over the mouth as if she
had something she didn't want to say. "Well we can always stay in a
place longer, if we decide to. Where should we go first?" She sat back
down in her chair, folding her right leg under herself, and crossing her
left leg over her exposed right knee.
Soon, the battle of Gettysburg ended in the movie and the two
sides retreated with their wounded. Fifty-one thousand casualties, both
wounded and dead. The chair rocked as Mom got out of it to restart the
movie.
Grinding the most recent cigarette out in the glass ashtray, I
got off the bed. "I think I'm going to quit work and find a new job."
"Okay." Mom stared at the T.V., not quite there.
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Reflections

on a Husband
Alesha Lascano

If a picture is worth a thousand words,
how many pictures is a life worth?

The moments we've shared are too many
to count, to share on Facebook, to decorate

a grave. His face reverberates through
our albums, an echo of words unpublished,

unspoken, unread. His voice is now mine
as I choose which photos represent the husk

of the man in the box. A choice selection
of memories cannot quell the punch of his

words, the slice of his opinion. The vivid red
of life fades to black in his veins. His colorful

seniority dims to sepia childhood, the light spots
worth more in the bleeding darkness than any

of the white space in his obituary .
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Thanksgiving

Dinner

Alesha Lascano
Flakes of red, gold, and orange drift onto the path in front of
me as I hurry toward home. A light breeze gently twirls the leaves in a
quiet dance, and the soft light filtering through the remaining foliage
sets the scene aflame. On any other day, the serenity of the season
would have caused me to stop and enjoy the autumn weather, but
today is different. Today, the Man with the Hungry Eyes is going to
slaughter a member of my family, and there is nothing I can do about
it. At least, that's what he told me.
Every year at about this time, the Man with the Hungry Eyes
barges his way into my village and snatches the strongest of us. I have
seen mothers watch in despair as their children and husbands are
whisked away to suffer tortuous deaths. I have witnessed babies wail
in loneliness after their mothers have been stripped from them. I have
wept with the widowers who have lost their wives to this horrible fate.
And I have done nothing to stop it. Nothing, that is, until today. The
Man with the Hungry Eyes stole my beautiful brother from me last
year. His howls of fear still echo in my mind, and his wide eyes still
search mine in desperation. That terrible morning has haunted me for
364 long nights. That nightmare ends today. The Man with the Hungry Eyes will not take another of us.
As I scurry over the browning grass to my family's home, I
feel my muscles extend and contract, strong from the rigorous training
program I developed for myself. I push myself harder and smile at the
burn in my legs. The last few yards that separate me from my loved
ones fly beneath my feet. I race into my home, chest heaving with
exhaustion and anxiety. My mother and sisters sit huddled in the corner. From the looks on their faces, I know that the Man with the
Hungry Eyes had already arrived and is scouring the village for his
next victim. My face hardens in determination. Now is my moment. I
quickly embrace the terrified women and march out the door to face
the despicable human being who dares to claim one of us as his prey.
My feet, though trembling in fear, carry me to the center of
the village where the Man with the Hungry Eyes is dragging potential
candidates out of the safety of their homes. The sun is beginning to
set, and in the scarlet twilight, the Man with the Hungry Eyes is
bathed in blood. Shadows creep across his face, but his ravenous eyes
catch the last rays of sunlight and gleam menacingly. He looks at me
for a few seconds in silence before a small smile quirks the corners of
his mouth. "So, you're trying to be a hero, are ya?" He sweeps his
greedy eyes over me incredulously.
(j\
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Refusing to respond to such a monster, I step forward and puff
out my chest.
"Ah," he exhales. "I see. This one's got no brain. Well, you
look pretty meaty. You'll work well enough." With each word he comes
closer and closer until I can see my steely gaze reflected in his empty
eyes. He reaches out a hairy hand to grab me, but I duck out of the way
and scramble to get behind him. A shocked expression takes over his
confident face, and I use his moment of confusion to send him sprawling with two swift kicks from my powerful legs. He picks himself up
from the ground a few seconds later, wiping dirt from the front of his
shirt. His brows lower over his hungry eyes in anger. He rushes me with
outstretched arms in a sorry attempt at a tackle, but I am ready for him.
I push off the ground and leap right over his head. His body skids across
the spot I had just been standing, nothing but air clutched in his hands.
A snarl escapes his mouth as he drags himself up from the dirt once
again. He lunges at me, catching my shoulder in his furious grip. I swing
around and rake my nails over his neck and cheek. He lets out a howl of
pain and releases me, giving me time to knock him over again as I run
straight into his legs. I hear a sharp crack as he hits the ground. He
screams and grabs his thigh. With the man incapacitated, it appears that
I am in control of the situation. As I stand over him, he looks up at me
with hope, his bloody face contorted in pain. I hesitate. Sensing my uncertainty, the man seizes the moment and shoots his hand out, tripping
me. He sits up and thrusts his massive body toward me. His red hand
clamps over my legs and lifts me up, letting my head fill with pressure
and swing limply between my shoulders. He pushes his face close to my
upside-down one.
"Ain't no way a turkey's gonna get the better of me," he hisses.
His hungry eyes bore into mine with ferocious hatred. He spins around
and limps out of my village.
I watch as my mother and sisters rush into the village center,
the looks of hope on their faces slowly changing to horror as they realize
what happened. My mother falls to her knees and my sisters cling to one
another, feathery bundles of tears and despair. I feel a single drop of
salty water slip from my eye and trail down my head to land in the dirt
far below. I failed. I couldn't stop the Man with the Hungry Eyes from
murdering a member of my family.
At least I will make a delicious Thanksgiving dinner.
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Best Friend
Aimee Spunaugle
As I stand in line at the bagel shop, I check my pockets for
change. I pull out six quarters, seven, dimes, and a nickel. It is weird that
the quarters in this country have so many different pictures on the back.
Who decided to do that anyway? Perhaps a coin collector with a longterm goal in mind.
I reach back into my pocket. Did I lose it? Not the money, did
I lose ... Oh, there it is. It is in my pocket. My left pocket. It has been
there since I was five. I'm almost sixty-five. Perhaps I should stop carrying it around. Grandfathers shouldn't carry something like this aroundnot for themselves anyway. I take a deep breath and tighten the muscles
in my legs, then I slowly exhale and relax my muscles as I count to ten. I
should just stop thinking about it. It's not like it's a crime to carry one
little piece around. Stop thinking about it.
I step forward in line and stare at my shoes. I see that they are
beginning to weaken below the laces where the shoes crease when I
walk-it's time to call the cobbler. I like this midnight-blue he used last
time-dassy. Should I do the same color? Maybe I should do forestgreen and change things up a bit. Don't be ridiculous. I shake my head at
myself and smile. Green is too eccentric. A grey and white, houndstooth
interior. Yes. That is all of the excitement that a shoe needs. I am satisfied with my choice and smile.
I put my hand back in my left pocket and feel around for that
little piece of comfort. I can't get rid of this little friend. My sky-blue,
fuzzy friend in my pocket. I squeeze it and rub it with my thumb and
pointer finger. We have a celebration in my pocket for the shoes that I
will be ordering from my cobbler. Like my shoes, this little friend is feeling a little weak. When my new shoes are complete, I will retire this
piece of my friend to the cedar box with the other pieces and cut a new
piece of my friend for myself. New shoes and a new piece of my friend.
The girl behind the counter smiles at me.
"The usual?" she asks.
"Yes, thank you," I respond. I place my money on the counter
and step to the side while I wait for my usual-a peanut bagel with Nutella and banana slices. It's not a very dignified breakfast but sometimes I
can't help myself. Potassium and protein. Bananas equal potassium and
peanuts equal protein. I am still rubbing my friend between my fingers as
I justify my breakfast.
"Linus!" the girl behind the counter calls as she holds out a
small, brown bag containing my bagel.
"Thank you," I reply as I smile and take the bag.
I find a seat in a booth by the front window. I give Blankie one
last rub before sitting down to eat.
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Aurimas

Valaitis

Aimee Spunaugle
It was a bright day in Athens but Aurimas Valaitis didn't
notice. It was still dark outside when he entered the natatorium on
that summer morning in 2004. Even at the age of 16, the early morning practice didn't bother him. It was an honor to be in Athens. It was
an honor to be Lithuania's youngest swimmer. It was an honor to be
in the Olympics no matter what time it required him to dive into the
water. There was something magical about steam rising off of the
water at an outdoor pool during the early hours of the morning. The
natatorium didn't offer the same mysticism. However, for a swimmer,
the air's temperature was much friendlier in the natatorium.
Aurimas walked around the pool deck swinging his arms,
rhythmically, with every step. Wide open, across his chest, wide open,
across his chest with every step, step, step, step. The small, one inch,
Greek blue tiles were cool under his feet but not cold. He tried to
focus on the grid pattern that pressed into his feet as he timed his
breathing with his movements. Swing, step, breath in. Swing, step,
breath out. This ritual calmed his nerves and drew attention away
from his pounding heart and trembling hands.
Somehow, Aurimas made his way onto the starting block for
lane number six. His feet were planted firm on the white, sandpaper
textured surface and his hands held onto the end of the starting block
as he leaned back. He held very still as adrenaline built up inside of his
exquisitely conditioned body. He held on and waited as he observed
his closest surroundings through the grey tint of his goggles. Then,
there it was. The buzzer that ignited every swimmer and caused them
to shoot off of the blocks.
As a breaststroker, it was important for Aurimas to cover as
much distance as he could with every glide. Pull, breath, kick, glide,
pull, breath, kick, glide. He thought these words to himself as he performed the actions. He also thought about rice pudding. As a child,
Aurimas had been taught how to swim the breaststroke. As his instructor taught him how to move his arms, she told him to imagine
that he was scraping a big bowl of rice pudding with his hands and
arms. Once the imaginary rice pudding was collected under his chest,
then he could eat it from his hands as his hands shot forward into
their gliding position. No matter the pool, his age, or the intensity of
the competition, Aurimas thought about rice pudding every time he
swam the breaststroke. He didn't know how he would place in his
event but he knew that he would celebrate with rice pudding.
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Yellow-Bellied
Samantha Bradley
SHHHH!!!!
I'm hiding in the bathroom right now
And nothing can know I'm here!
There is a BEAST in my house
And I think I can hear it
Moving around out there
I have a towel rolled up
Shoved at the base of the door
To keep the thing OUT!
There must be a tear somewhere
Denying the defenses
Of my home
If so, then it's my fault that it got in
I left the window open
I forgot ... to check the bug screen
When I came home this afternoon
It was waiting for me
In my bedroom
I heard it before I saw it
Just a soft sound
That sent utter terror up my spine
I ran to the bathroom as fast as I could
And I only caught a glimpse before I shut the door
But I know the terrors face!
I'm going to have to go out there
Aren't I?
To purge the evil
I'm shaking
I can't do it
IWON'T!
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But if I don't
Then it will stay
And I will remain stuck in the bathroom
It won't be that bad, right?
Will you come with me
To banish from my home
The fearsome, dreaded bumblebee?
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A Warning
Shawn Smith
We'll meet while high on spring.
I'll bring a guitar string and stretch it across my chest,
And ask you to scream, speak, or sing
In the direction of my heart.
It's nestled just there, near my apathy.
The sound should make something happen.
Your voice should have some effect
Regardless of our limitations.
If not, I can lower expectations.
I'll bend the sound for us myself,
Make the best of what at least went well.
Stranger things have happened
With wilful disbelief suspended.
Yet, no stranger intent has ever been intended.
It's not happened yet,
But signs say it's happening.
The patter of a snare drum tapping,
Rattling off a warning.

L/"l

'<I-

"bD

Obscured

View
Katie Kantaris

"To progression!" I declare with my wine glass,
Tasting literal fruit from cloying words
Uttered in my clever, inebriated state.
In muddled stupidity I view my life
As progress to be celebrated,
Even as wine sloshes on white carpet.
"To my laborious efforts!" I slur with a grin
Frowning that I am not revered for my mind
As my head grows heavy and the ground close.
In the morning my antics repulse, empty bottles
Show the folly of my mind
As sober I am vexed at my "work"

Pointless
Katie Kantaris
The beautiful girl with the physique and the eyes
Sits at her desk, and simply cries
Yes she is beautiful, but she is alone
What bothers her most is how little she's known
She waves hi to Nancy, converses with Steve
Has lunch with Peter, talks to Ms. Reeve
Flirts with the busboy, gossips at Ken's
And so on and so forth (the list never ends)
Yet none of them know her in a personal way
Though her appearance is happy, she's not okay
She sobs in the morning and all night as well
But she wears such a facade, no can tell
So the beautiful girl with the physique and the eyes
Puts a gun to her head, and simply dies
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Third Times the Charm
Brittani Koepke
Orange roses ordered.
Poses rehearsed.
Chocolate cake with black guitars
and pink music notes.
The dress has an empire waist
with flowing emerald sleeves
and lace lining the bottom.
Tomorrow is the day
I tell my boyfriend.
Hopefully,
he won't stumble
in his haste to escape,
like the last two did .
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Shadows
Brittani Koepke
Do you remember that night
we smuggled a flashlight to our room?
The wonderful shadows you made.
You helped me master a dog puppet.
We tried to keep quiet, but
we laughed past bedtime.
Don't worry about me now.
You have better things to do
now that you're in heaven.
I blame myself.
My laugh woke him.
It added to his already volatile
temper. Then you blocked
his fist before it could strike me.
Why did you do that?
It only angered him further.
He finally stopped when you quit
moving. You never did recover.
Up until that night, he had been
so careful to never hit us when Daddy
was home. He played his role
of loving brother brilliantly.
No one ever believed us.
When the cops received your evidence,
after you were taken from me,
tl1eytook him away.
You rescued me one too many times.
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Fault
Brittani Koepke
My sister's head snapped to the sidea slap from my mother's hand.
A ruler breaks in her grip
after striking my hand five times.
The foundation of a terrifying
and desolate childhood.
The worst partMom never stopped my brother.
He stabbed me with a fork.
It's not hisfault, he has iss11es.
He wanted my toy, he punched me.
It's not hisfault, he hasADHD.
I didn't give him my money,
the price was my porcelain doll.
Yo11sho11ld've
givenhimyour dollar.
Our door had 18 holes and 3 cracksflying knives and fists missing their mark.
If our older brother hadn't taken
away the butcher knife, the door
would've given out against his strength.
Yo11don't needa lock.
Stopprovokinghim.
I could've stopped it
in third grade.
A lady tried
to take us all away.
I wasn't courageous.
I didn't tell her the truth.
I tried to escape
with expired Dramamine.
The agony is constant,
never mutable .
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I can change
the voice inside my head,
¥011 shouldknow better,
it's not hisfa11ft.
I do know better.

I do know better.
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My Dear Friend
Brianna Ritchie
I look upon you my dear friend
I see the grey of age begin
I know I have no right to ask
But to keep you is my chosen task
I look upon you my dear friend
I see the eyes so dark and deep
The love and secrets they must keep
For each of us speaks to you
To tell of dreams and wishes too
I look upon you my dear friend
I see the stagger in each old leg
The run has gone the skip has too
No more chase for the flying balls
The fun we had before the falls
I look upon you my dear friend
I see that time has treated you well
Our love for you is true to tell
For we are family all as one
You are senior but praised a ton
The sniff, the sneeze
The bark, the wheeze
The joy of you
Rings in every breeze
I look upon you my dear friend
And cherish your time until the end.
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